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One after another is taken from the block, until all
are disposed of, amid the agonized wail of heart-
broken wives and mothers, husbands and fathers, and
the piercing screams of helpless children, torn from a
parent's embrace, to be consigned to the care of
strangers.

Nor need I inform our traveler of the inhuman
method generally approved, in hunting with trained
blood-hounds, kept and advertised for the purpose of
recapturing any poor slave who may attempt to
escape from this cruel bondage. He may perchance,
come across the mangled and lifeless body of some
fugitive, which has just been run down and torn in
pieces by the dogs of the hunter I Should he stop a
few moments, he will soon see a hole dug in the
ground, and the remains of the slave pitched into it,
covered sufficiently to hide the unsightly mass from
view, and there will be an end of the whole matter!
"Shall I not visit for these things? saith the Lord;
and shall not my soul be avenged on such a nation as
this?"

In giving to the public this unvarnished, but truth-
ful narrative, of some of the occurrences of my
humble and uneventful life, I have not been influ-
enced by a vain desire for notoriety, but by a wil-
lingness to gratify a just and honorable request,
repeatedly made by numerous and respected Mends,
to learn the truth concerning my connection with the lordly libertine, who declares himself
